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“You see T want to return to & whis-
ky basis, but I wish to do so without in-
jury to the business interests of ihe
country. Now, If you will wait till
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Business Pirectory. AN INPLATED COCKTAIL.
Nr. Kelley's Lesson in Finance from 8
NATIONAL GOVERNMENT. Barkeeper-
hunm .::jmseﬂ e e Mth 3

CHICAGO, Aug. 15.—Mr. Kelley, whom
Mr. Morton does not scruple to call “a

Robeson | gushing, sloppy tourist,” is out here en-

deavoring to bring the people of the
Northwest to a realizing sense of the ne-
cessity for an issue of more currency.
Rather an amuring and interesting oc-
currence transpired during his visit
which bas not found its way intothe

Salter | 1o0g] prits, but that the World may

N
m

HA

GM

fll

iL i Sheriff
yman Rhoades, enee. SUrvEyor

Iy Horville,

A W_Howland, . Commissioners

Bonebrake,

deem worthy of publication. On the
motning after his great inflation speech
Mr. Kelley felt athirst, and walking
down into the bar of the Tremont house
bade the attendant barkeeper mix him a
whisky cocktail. While the barkeeper
was compounding the liquor, syrup,
bitters, ice and water in due proportion,
he remarked, “You're Benator Kelley,
ain't you?” “Iam; but don’t be afraid,
young man, don’t be afraid,” affably
replied the great statesman., “I thought
you was,” said the artist in liquora; “I
heard yon make a bully speech last
night up to McCormick’s Hall. Was
that -all true you told wus about them
bonds, and more greenbacks, and that
other shenanigan, eh?” “True?” =aid
the apostle of inflation; ‘“of course it
was true. I am a man of principle,
young man, a man of strict principle.”
“Keerect,” replied the barkeeper, as he
poured the completed cocktail in an

_|amber arch into the glass and filled a

. | tumbler with water,
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Mr. Kelley tasted the beverage. “Bee
here, Johnny,” he said, “that cocktail
doesn’t rise and take me by the throatas
much =s it should; I want it to be all to
me the name implies. Just make it
stronger and give it to me in a bigger
glass, will you?”

The barkeeper promptly transferred
the contents into & water tumbler and
added about twice the quantity of water.

Mr. Kelly observed somewhat testily ;
“Hello! bello! What are you doing, eh ?
I want a bigger drink, more of & cock-
tail, you know.”’

The barkeeper smiled apologetically,
and, begging Mr. Kelley’s pardon, emp-
tied the diluted cocktail into a weiss-
bier glas+, which he brimmed with water.
There was an ocean of fluid faintly ting-
ed with a pinkish amber, on the surface
of which floated a shred of lemon-peel.

- | The barkeeper pushed the glass over to

his customer, and, affably resting both
hands on the counter, asked him how
that suited him.

Mr. Kelley first rubbed his eyes and

was himself and awake; then lowered
his spectacles, and inspected the bar-
keeper, narrowly. “Young man,” he

* lsaid at last, in his most solemn tones,

“‘do you call that a cocktail

“Do I call thata cocktail " he replied,
pityingly; “what’n blazes do you eall
it? That's the best cocktail the world
ever saw. There's whisky in it, there's
gum in it, there Angostora bitters in it,
there’s lemon peel in it, there's water in
it, there’s ice in it, and don’t they makes
cocktail? Besides, it’s called a cocktail,
just as a dollar is called a dollar, and
don't that make it a cocktail? You can
do anything with that cocktail that you
could do with any other cocktail; you
can drink it, yon can pay for it; don't
that make it a8 good as any other cock-
tail? What do you take me for?
Haven't [ read your speeches 1

“But,” gasped Mr. Kelley, growing
very red in the face, “there’s too much
water in it.”

“Too much water !" rejoined the bar-
keeper. “Why, you must have so much
water in & cocktail, anyhow, musta’t
you? You get your whisky like what
you financial sharps call & reserve, and
then you issue your cocktail on that
basis. You see, you have an elastic
cocktail—a cocktail that adapts itself to
the wanis of a cdstomer. If he wants a
strong drink he don’t want much water;
if he wants a long drink I'll inflate his
cocktail till its volume equals his neces-
sitiea. 1 tell you I've studied up this
here financial problem.”

“Bat, but,” stammered Mr. Kelley,
“there isn't a drop more whisky all the
while, and every drop of water you add
weakens and spoils it.”

“That can’t be,” rejoined the barkeep-
er. “It's just like finance. Whisky's
wealth and cocktail’s currency. If you
can expand your currency without any
increase of your wealth and do no harm,
why can’t you inflate this cocktail up to
a hogshead full and let all them bum-
mers out in the street have a good square
nip T

“You don’t understand,” replied Mr.
Kelley. “It's different in financial mat-
ters, There, there is the relief afforded
by my 3.65 inconvert—"

“ know it, 1 know it,” briskly an-
swered the barkeeper; “I tell you, Mr.
Kelley, your head's level. Now, here is
my interconvertable cocktail” Thus
saying, he poured half of the contents of
the weiss-bier glass into another weiss-
bier glass, then continued: *“Now, this
tumbler is the bonds, and this tumbler
is the greenbacks. When you want a

‘ long drink, you pour into this tumbler

as much out of the other one as you wish
—if you want a short drink, you pour

then pinched himself, to be sure that he |

the water evaporates and leaves the
whisky——"

Here Mr. Kelly smote the counter
with his cane. “Look here,” he rhout-
ed, *iti spite of your expanding the vol-
ume of that drink, and humbugging tie
with idiotic inconvertible cocktails, and
talking about returning to & whisky
basis without deranging my interests,
don't you see you howling ass, that that's
the same weak, thin, diluted, mawkish,
tasteless abominable slush, all the time?
I want an immediate return to whisky
resumption and no steps backward.”

“Keerect, Judge,” replied the bar-
keeper as he threw the inflated cocktail
into the sink, “we’ll repudiate this, as
they always do.” And he mixed anoth-
er cocktail on & whisky basis. “But,”
he said, “s’pose you nadn't had another
15 cents, or that all the whisky in the
house had been in that cocktail, where'd
you have been, eh 7”

Mr. Kelley smiled, and invited the
barkeeper to join him. The latter com-
plied and took a little gin, syrup and
bisters. Mr. Kelley drank of his cock-
tail, paid for the drinks and taking a
clove was about to depart, when an
after thought seemed to occur to him.
He turned back and said:

“See here, Johnny you're a smart
young fellow, and I've enjoyed your con-
versation very much ; but then you see
the financial problem is a thing that
people can’t exactly understand in all its
ramifications without a special education
—a training, you know, Of course it
affects all people, but «ll people can't
understand it; it isn’t to their interest
that they should. If everybody kmew
all about it there’d be us Kelleys and
Logans and Jater-Occans and Enquirers,
It's like cocktails, you know. Every
man drinks them, but every man can't
mix them. If they could there'd be no
barkeepers. Understand? And, Johuny,
perhaps you'd better not say anything
sbout this little conversation of ours to
anybody. You see, perhaps, it would
burt the business of the house, and the
proprietors don’t like to have politics
discussed. Good-bye.”

“So-long,” remarked the barkeeper,
and, as the Judge's form vanished up the |
stairway, he closed one eye respectfully,
and took three jig-steps with an expres-
sion of the deepest reverence.

Did He Suceeed ?

Somewhat less than forty years ago
there moved among the studentsof Yale
College a young man, poorly dressed, but
princely in bearing and in mind. He
was bred in the country, among humble
surroundings, but he was a gentleman
from the crown of his head to the soles
of his feet, and in every fibre of his body
and mind. Slender, tall, handsome,
with an intellectual brow, a fine voice
and a Christian spirit, he had every
possession of nature and culture neces-
sary to win admiration, respect aad
affection. This man was poor; so, be-
fore his educational course was com-
pleted, he was obliged to leave college
and resort to teaching for & livelihood ;
but, wherever he moved, be won the
strongest persoual friends. Men named
their boys after him. Women regamled
him as a model man, and the name of
Stillman A. Clemens stood in high honor
in all the little communities ic which it
was known.

He was particularly fond of mechanics
and mathematics—a born inventor, with
more than the ordinary culture of the
American inventor. He had an exquis-
ite literary taculty, rare wit, a five
appreciation of humor, and guod con-
versational powers. Indeed, he seemed
to be furnished with all desirable powers
and accomplishments except those which
were necessary to enable him to “get
on the in the world.” He was born
poor, and, the other day, after a life of
dreams and disappointments, he died
poor. The brown head and beard had
grown grey, the spare figure was bowed,
and the end of his life was accompanied
by circumstances of torture which need
not be detailed here. The life which,
for thirty years, had been an unbroken
struggle with adyersity, went out and
the weary worker was at rest.

The inventor's dreams were always
large. They all had “millions in them.”
First, in an arrangement of centrifugal
force for the development of motive
power; then in a machine or process for
detaching the manilla fibre; then in a
cotton press of unique construction, for
compressing cotton so completely at the
gin, that it would need no farther treat-
ment for shipping; then in s flax-dres-
sing machine; snd last, in a rollway
which was to displace forever the present
railway system, and solve the problem
of cheap transportation. In the cotton-
pressing machine he made an incidental
invention, to which he attached no

importance, out of which others
bave since made the fortune which dur-
ing all his life, was denied him. He
strewed his way along with ideas of
immense value to all around him. It is
not & year since he read his paper before
an association of engineers at Chicago,
exposing in detail his roll-way invention
—and it is said that on the morning of

|some out of this tumbler into the other
‘one. It's a big thing.” Mr. Kelley was

his death he was called upon by a cap-

lin despair. The barkeeper comtinued : ! italist, with reference to subjecting this

irivention to 8 practical test. It was a
magnificent project, and we hope it may
be tried, though be in whose fertile
brain it originated is beyond the satis-
faction of success and the shame of
failure.

Well, did our friend sacceed, or did
he tail? There were mean men around
him who became rich. There were sor-
did men in the lasge community in
which his later years were spent whoee
money flowed in npon them by millions.
There were brokers and speculators, and
merchants and hotel proprietors, and
manufacturers, who won more wealth
than they knew how to use, while he
was toiling for the beggarly pittance
that gave him bread, or foundering in
the new disappointments with which
each year was freighted. They “suc-
ceeded,” as the world would say, but let
us sce what this man did. He used
every faculty he possessed for forward-
ding the world’s great interest. He put
all his vitality, all his ingenuity, all his
knowledge into his country’s service.
The outcome is not yet, bat the outcome
is just as sure as the sprouting of a sound
seed in good sofl. The wealth he did
not win will go into the coffers of others.
He never sacrificed his manhood. He
kept himself spotless. He did mot re-
pent or whine. The man who saw him
in his last years found him still the
courteous Christian gentleman, bearing
his trials with patience, trusting in the
infinite goodness, accepting his discipline
with more than equanimity, and still
hopeful and persistent. He maintained
his courage and self-respect. He won
and kept his personal friends. He went
to his grave with clean bands, and his
soul ready for the welcome exchange of
worlds. He left behind the memory of
a character which money cannot build

and cannot buy. It was an honor to be|

affectionately sssociatod with him. It
is & high honor to be called upon to
record the lesson of his life, and a high
duty to commend it.

Did he succeed? Yes, he did; and
the community in which rest his prec-
ious remains could do itself no higher
honor than to erect dver them a stone
bearing the inscription: “Here lies
Stillman A. Clemens, who died poor in
this world’s goods and poor in spirit, but
rich in faith, rich in mind and heart,
rich in character and all the graces of a
Christian gentleman, and rich in the
affections of all who kuew him aud were
worthy of his acquaintance.”

That he wanted wealth to bestow up-
on those whom he loved wedo notdoubt.
That he wanted it to prove that his
dreams were not baseless, is true, we
presume. That he dreamed of it among
his other dreams would be very natural.
The dream has come true.

“*That dream be carvied in a hopeful spirii,
Until in death his putient eye grew dim,

And the Redeemer ealled him to inberit
The haven of weslth long gamered ap forhim. "

“If There are Angels, | Know That Tom
Will See "Ea.

[Fram the Detroit Free Press.]

Plain Tom. It might have been more
than Tom once, when he was a babe, and
had a father and mother, some one to
care for him even if they had but little
love for him. - After they died—after he
was turned out on the wide world to
fight his own way; to hunger for food,
to yearn for sympathy and kind words,
his name was “Tom.” It was pame
enough for & waif, a ragged, hungry boy,
who received more kicks than pennies,
and who used to sit on the postoffice
steps and try to remember when any one
had spoken a kind word to him.

The boy sometimes wondered and
pondered over the words “sympathy,”
“mercy,” and “charity.” He heard peo-
ple use them—the same people who
cuffed him about and were content to
see him in rags. He thought the words
must mean something way off—some-
thing he could not grasp then, but might
spproach when he had grown to man's
estate. If Tom's voice had sadness and
sorrow in it as he cried “shine I” or if it
bad exultation as be cried “morning
papers!” mno one in the busy throng
seemed to notice or care He realized
that he was standing up singlehanded to
battle aguninst a great world, and some-
times when the world struck him down,
the boy crept away into an alley to sor-
row and grieve that he had ever been
born.

They found a bundle of rags in a pub-
lic hall-way yesterday morning. The
old janitor pushed at the bundle with
his broom, and growled and muttered
over its being left there by some vagrant.
The bundle of rags was Tom. The jan-
itor bent over him and pushed at him
again, and called to him to rise up and
go about his business, but the bundle
did pot move. Tom was dead. One
arm was thrown around his boot-box
that it might cot be stolen while be
slumbered, the other rested on his breast
—fingers tightly clenched, as if death
had come while the boy was resolving
to carry on the unequal battle against
poverty and & cold world to the bitter
end.
There should have been sadness in the
hearts of those who lifted up the body
and sent it away to be buried in the
Potter’s field, but there was not. They
were men, to be sure, but they could not
understand how it made any diflerence
to the world whether it had one waif
more or less They couldn’t feel the
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heartaches which Tom hsd felt—his des-
peration—his grim despair, ltls bitter,
crushing, everyday sorrows. They could
have ut lemst uncovered their heads as
the body was lifted up, and sid to each
other: “He was brave to fight such a
battle.” But they did not. There would
have been no word, no eulogy, had not
snother waif passed the door by chance.
He saw the body, recoguized it, and as
he let his box fall to the flags that he
might brush a tear from his eye, he
whispered : '

“If there are angels I know that Tom
will see 'em.”

And no man shall dare to take from or
add w the simple, fearful eulogy. There
will be a shallow grave which will soon
sink out of sight and memory, and
scarce & month will pass away before
even the lad’s name will be forgotten by
the world—the world which prides itself
on its charity and mercy, and which let
poor Tom stand up alone in his battle
for food and raiment and a place to rest
hia feet, lot him creep on to die slone in
the shadown of midnight, feeling in his
young heart that every man's hand was
against him becanse he was a waif, a
ragged, hungry orphan.

The Dismissal of MeClellan.

[From the Count de Paris’ new volome.)

On the 7th of November, at evening,
in a storm of snow early for that climate,
McClellan found himself under his tent
with Gen. Burnside, when a messenger
was announced from the Presidest. It
was Gen. Buckingham, an officer un-
known to the Army of the Potomae, who
brought an order couched in three lines,
and signed by Halleck. This order dis-
missed McClellan from the command of
the army and designated Burnside as his
successor. Such a piece of news fell
with the suddenness of a thunderbolt on
these two officers, whom an old and close
friendship united; but the latter alone
showed any emotion at the order, which
imposed on him & responsibility to which
he had never aspired. After McClellan
had read the dispatch without any, visi-
ble feeling, he passed it to Burnside,
simply maying, “You command the
army.” Burnside resisted for some time.
All his friends and his former chiel pres-
sed him to accept; they overcame his
scruples which the future was unhappily
destined to justify. On the morning of
the 8th the army of the Potomac learned
with astonishment and grief that it had
lost the chief who had formed it, who
had first led it to battle, and who had
shown it the steeples of Richmond, who
on the morrow of a great disaster had
restored it to confidence 1n itself, and
who at length had just conducted it to
victorv. We will not here judge the
military career of Gen. McClellan. De-
spite our sincerity, the reader would see
in such an appreciation the reflection of
our sentiments of profound gratitude
and of faithful friendship for our former
chief; but each caa form his judgment
in accordance with the facts which we
have impartiaily recounted. We only
state that the authorities at Washington
took every kind of precaution to prevent
the soldiers of the Army of the Potomac
from giving to McClellan proofs of their
sympathy, which would have been too
severe a criticism of their decision, and
that the news of his departure caused
universal joy among the adversaries
whom he had so oftcn encountered on
fields of battle.

How he Won an Emperor-

A correspondent thus relates the ro-
mantic way in which the Empress of
Austria captured her Emperor: The
Empress is the youngest daughter of
Duke Maximilian Juseph of Bavaria,
and sister of the ex-Queen Bophia of
Naples. Francis Joseph was to have
been affianced to the Princess Sophis, to
make acquaintance with whom he went
to make a visit to his uncle’s castle of
Possenhoffen, where his four young lady
cousins had been born and brought up.
The Princess Elizabeth, then in her six-
teenth year and remarkably beautiful,
was not to have been allowed to see the
young Emperor, both because on account
of her youth—she was not supposed to
be “out”—and also because, being much
handsomer than her sisters, the wily
Duke desired to secure his Imperial
nephew for his eldest daughter before
the former should have been allowed to
catch sight of his youngest, as he felt
very sure that the hand of such a besuty
s she promised to be would be sought
far and wide when it should be in the
matrimonial market. So the young lady
was told that she was to stay with her
governess, and not to presume to show
herself in the drawing-room during the
visit of the Austrian cousin. But being
lively, spirited and brimful of curiosity
to see the youthful Emperor who had so
suddenly succeeded to the troubled but
brilliant crown of Austria, the Princess
Elizabeth contrived to give ber attend-
ants the slip, and to hide herself in a
corrider, along which the Imperial guest
who had arrived an hour before, and was
then dressing for dinner in the rooms set
apart for his reception, would have to
pass in going to the banqueting hall
As the young sovereign pawed along
this corrider the Princess who was
watching for him, sprang out of her hid-
ing-place, laughing at the suceess of her
maceusre, and crying gaily, “Cousin
Franz! Cousin Franz! I waated to sce

you and they wouldn’t let me, 20 I hid
myself here to see you go by.” It ap-
pears that cupid’s bow, so inuocently
shot oft by the merry girl, who had
thought beyond the gratification of
curiosity to see the grand young cousln,
whose quality ss Eustperor had
her imagination, went straight
mark. The young Emperor fell
head and ears in love with the gay snd
beautifal vision that had presented iteelf
20 unafiectedly before him. What pas-
sed Letween the twe young people Hns
pever transpired; but a few minotes
later the Imperial guest entered the
drawing-room with his young cousin on
his arm, and presented her to the amased
circle of relatives snd courtiers who
were awaiting bis appearance ma “‘the
Empress of Austris, my engaged wife.”
The anger of the elder sisters is said to
have been quite lively, =s was, quite
patural under the circumstancea. The
young Princess dined that day im the
banquetting hall, seated beside the
“Cousin Franz” so suddenly metamor-
phosed into her “Imperial spouse;” and
the Duke, though vexed for the disap-
pointment of his eldest daughter, had at
least the satisfaction of this splendid
match secured for his youngest. The
marriage took place when the Princess
had reached the mature age of sixteen,
and all her husband’s subjects were en-
chanted with her youthful beauty and
her remarkable grace and kindness.
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A Meaagerie of Drunkards,

The most foolish predicament s man
can get ioto is to get drunk. In drunk-
enness 2 man shows his strongest side
and most ardent passions. There are
six kinds of drunkards, and if you go
into & city drinking-house, where a
number of are under the influence
of liquor, you will be sure to find these
six different characters, representing six
difierent animals.

The first is the ape drunk; he leaps,
and sings, and yells, and dances, making
all sorts of grimaces, and cutting up all
sorts of “monkey shines,” to win the
applause of the boys. He's a stunner,
but a drunken clown is very silly.

Next we have the tiger drunk. He
breaks the bottles, chairs, ete., and is full
of blood and thunder. His eyes are red
as fire, and his heart is full of vengeance.
After breaking everything within his
reach he often winds up with a broken
neck. OF this sort are those who abuse
their families.

The third is the hog drank. He rolls
in the dirt on the floor and “wollers in
the mud” in the gutters. He is heavy,
lumpish and soggy, and grunts his ac-
quiescent reply when asked to take a
drink. He never misses a drink or pays
a cent.

Fourthly, we have the puppy drunk.
He will weep for kindness and w(h)ine
his love; hug you in his arms (and pick
your pockets if he has half a chance)
and proclaim how much he loves you.
He swenrs “you're the best fellow in the
world.” *“Dun’t you forget it.”

The fifth is the owl drunk. Heis wise
in his own conceit. No man must difler
from him, for he “will get a head put on
him.” Generally speaking, when fined
by the recorder, an oily tongue gener-
ally pleads in a begging off style, and he
sneaks off like a whipped spaniel.

The sixth and last of the show is the
fox drunk. He is s crafty sort of a cuss,
ready for any sort of a trade, in which
he is certain to come out best. Heis
sly as a fox, sneaking as a wolf, and, in
fuct, the meanest drunkard of them all.

Almost any night in the week some
one of the evllection may be seen at the
station house.— Houston Telegraph.

Harvesting Peanuts.

Seed dug after a heavy frost isnot reli-
able. If dug before frost the vines make
excellent fodder for cattle and horees,
but the nuts are better filled and heav-
ier if dug s few days after frost. To dig
the nuts, use & one-horse “Dixie plow,”
with peanut blade attached. We run
plow deep etiough under the plsat, so as
not to cut off the nuts—say five inches
deep, using two horses to plow and run
one on each side of the row. We let a
hand follow, lifting the vines and shak-
ing the dirt off. Each hand can shake
two rows. We throw the vines into
heaps as we shake them, placing them
carefully one on top of the other forcon-
venience in shocking. Bix rows will
make s shock row. In the shock row we
drive stakes, seven feet long, sharpened
at both ends, and put the stakes down
firmly, layinga fence rail on each side
of the stakes. A stick of cord wood will
make three blocks for the rails to rest on.
A twelve-foot rail, or pole, is long enough
for four shocks. Shocks should not
touch each other. We let the hand that
shocks them, shake the vine again as he
puts them up, round and round thestick
as high as he can reach, settling them

or hay (hay is the best). As much as
possible the nuts should go next to the
stick, and the vines should be so put on
the shock as to shield the nut from san,
and rain. Tn about four weeksafter dig-
ging, the nuts will be cured enough for
band-picking.—Cor. Counlry Gentleman.

A Canadian girl loved a big baoby =0
hard that she wrote him eight letters a
day, and now she bas to sue him for
breach of promise.

well down, and putting on & eap of straw | iP&-

the paper was s article fromt the Vicks-
burg Herald entitled, “How he felt,” and

“Them’s my
sentiments! That feller that ssid this
American Union is just the biggest thing
agoin’, and that North and South shud
Jjine in an’ forges old scores, and run this
round world to suit themselves wus
sound. He wuz sound and might have
said more. He might bave said that if it
wasn't for the blasted carpet-bagers that
went there after plonder, an’ the old
neversay-die fire-eaters who gave the
carpet-bagers a shadow of an excuse for
their doin’s, an’ the politicians and one-
sided newspapers of the North and South
exageratin’ things, we'd all been good
friends long afore this. That's what's
the matter I"”

Then the rough-looking old fetiow
limped about for & few moments, getting
more and more excited, finally breaking
out agxin ;

“He might have mid that the way to
become good fiiends again wuz jest to
act pat'ral. It wuz too much fussin’ and
fixin’ and talkin’ about bein’ friends that
made us waste years likea pack of darned
fools! He an’ I cud hev talked the thing
over an’ hed it all stmaight in half an
hour; we’d just fit our battles over agin
an’ each would have admiited tother'’s
pluck, cos each on us had x taste o’ toth-
er's style in the war, an’ then we'd shook
hands an’ been all hunky! Bat, no! the
blasted politicians wouldn’t let us do it,
an’ then the newspapers they took sides
an’ lied agin each other, an’ one side said
there wasn’t any Ku Klux, an’ tother
said their was't any thievin’ carpet-bag-
gers, an’ both lied about the other, an’s0
they fout the thing over again without
any object but to make bad feelin’s, drat
em! Anp all the while Johony an' I
wanted to be good friends agnin I”

Then the farmer-like man stopped for
breath but only for a moment.

“] fit with Sherman’ an’ I fit on prin-
ciple! I marched ter ther sea with old
Pap Tecumseh,’ an' I wuz in sirnest.
Bat when it was ended I bung up the
old gun, an' I don’t want ter take itdown
again until I stan’ shoulder ter shoulder
with the butternuts, makin’ it hot for
soy furrin power that doesn't think the
old stars an’ stripes is purty? I kmow
what a Butternut is, an he's jest sich
another feller as I am, an’ together we
are a full team with a yaller dog under
the wagon. Oh we couldw’t just prance *
up to Mexico or Canadas, or any other
place? Oh no!”

Then the old fellow picked up his pa-
per and tucked it in his pocket, chuck-
ling as he walked off :

“T'd like to meet that Vicksburg feller,
an’ grip him oost by the fist. He'sn
hoss, and he's got the idea. He'sa
Johnny ter help a feller keep down the
darned trouble-making politicians! We
got the upper hand of ’em now, blast
'em! Bunker Hill helped, an’ some good
square talk helped, and the Centennial
show'll finish the thing! An' then per-
baps Jobony an’ me won't just make
Rome howl? Ob, no!"

The Seneca and Texas butter ‘rade is
developing into quite an extensive tral-
fic. L." Cohen has shipped two more
large invoices; and the only trouble is
there is not enough butter in the market
to supply the demand.—Senecs Cowrier.

There it is again. No treuble about
currency up there to do the business, but
not enough butter in the market to equal
the demand. That's what’s the matter.
There is plenty of currency everywhere,
from the Atlantic to the Pacific, to do
the business, but there is & lack of pro-
duction. No more irredeemable promises
to pay but more butter—that's what's
needed in Beneca—and Beneea is & good
sample of the country.— Lawrence Jowrnal.

-While stopping over night at & farm
house out West, a traveler was astonished
to see his hostess walk up to her husband
about every fiteen minutes and box his
ears or give his hair s pull. In the

wasn't it with a pound of your own
I bought here myself that I weighed
them with 7" The shopkeeper had neth-
ing more to my.

When Andrew Johnson was Goversor
of Tennessee, an ex-blacksmith was Chief
Justice of the Supreme Ceart, and the
Governor with his own hands made a
vest for the Chief Justice, while the
Chief Justics went to a forge and made
a shovel and tongues to present ta the

| Governor.



